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	A Handprint With Your Name

**This idea came to me and I just had to write it, sooooo… One-shot time!**

**Warning: not very happy**

**I do not own Danny phantom**

Dash's P.O.V

Well, this sucks. Of course the school bus had to break down in a snowstorm, right in front of Fenturd's house. Now we are all taking refuge in the home of a seventeen year-old Danny Fenton's house. It wouldn't be so bad if Fenturd wasn't a loser and a freak, or if his parents weren't complete lunatics. But he is and they are, so this sucks.

When we walk inside the warm house the Fentons offer us hot chocolate and lay down the rule, or rather, rule, "you can go wherever you want in this house, but if you see a door that says 'do not enter', do not enter. Are we clear?" Ms. Fenton says most of us nod, but I don't.

"Why can't we go in this room? What's in it?" I ask, Mr. Lancer Scolds me for being rude.

Ms. Fenton sighs heavily, "I don't know, Danny asked if he could use the extra room, then a week later he told us to never go in there, it's actually kind of strange that he did that. So we didn't," Ms. Fenton glances at Danny, who is pretending to be blissfully unaware of this conversation. He's even weirder now than he was before. The only skin you can ever see on him is his face and the top of his neck, you can't even see his hands, and he never truly smiles. Not that I care.

I smirk and make a plan to go into that room, there has to be something embarrassing in there. Ms. Fenton says we're free to wander around and Danny gets up and walks straight into the 'forbidden room'. I look to the other A-listers while grinning like a maniac.

"I'm going into that room, who's coming?" I ask.

"I am," Paulina, Kwan and Star all say at the same time, I smirk and tell them the plan.

I start, "okay, Fenturd's in there right now, so we sneak in one by one grab anything embarrassing or funny and run," Mr. Lancer hears us but seems too curious to care.

Paulina speaks up, "he's probably got a shrine to me in there," Kwan laughs, "or a doll house," star sighs, "why don't we just go in and find out?"

We all smile evilly and sneak to the door of the room, a few curious people follow behind us hoping to get a glimpse inside the room, even Mr. Lancer follows, this is gonna be good. Now, no one can save Fentonia from the embarrassment that's sure to come.

I swing the door open and Paulina screams, then faints. Kwan pales and Star looks sick. I wearily step into the room and everyone else, now literally everyone, even Sam and Tucker, follow behind me slowly as if the room will bite us.

Right in the wall directly in front of the door a phrase is written in blood, Danny's blood '_Sticks and Stones may Break my Bones, but Words hurt far more_'. Now I regret this. But that's not all, no, definitely not. There's a blood-covered knife on the ground and handprints in blood on the white walls, that's it. Some of the handprints

drag across the wall, all at different lengths, and some of them just stay in one spot. The room is covered in handprints, there's so many Mr. Lancer would probably loose count. I reach out to touch one that's near the door and the sound of Danny's voice stops me.

"I wouldn't do that if I were you," his voice is eerily calm, so calm that some of the ids run to the living room and curl up into balls. I look to my left to see Danny dragging his left hand across the wall, his back facing us.

"W-why?" I stutter.

Danny turns around and drops his hand, "because that handprint has your name on it."

"What?" I ask shakily while stepping backwards.

Danny sits an the ground and crosses his legs, someone starts a voice memo on their phone, "each handprint represents a mental scar or wound that I have," everyone still here gasps and Danny continues calmly, "and each handprint has a name. The name of the handprint is the name of the person who hurt me, some names are repeated. The length of the handprint shows the severity of the mental scar I have, the amount of blood I used represents the amount of blood I would have bled if the wounds were real."

I swallow thickly and look to the longest one in the room. Danny laughs humourlessly, "don't worry, that one wasn't caused by any of you."

Ms. Fenton dials a number into her phone, she's probably calling for someone to help Danny. Jazz steps forwards, "why are you doing this?"

Danny looks to her, "everyone has a breaking point, I don't want to break down in public. So I cope with my problems here," the kid stops her voice memo and gives her phone to the people who just arrived to help Danny.

We all walk into the living room in a daze, dragging Paulina with us. When we get to the living room some people break down in tears, all for their own reasons. I want to cry too, but I won't, not here. I can't believe that he did all that. I can't believe that I was the cause of some of those. I can't believe that I convinced everyone to go I there, I guess I helped him in a way.

I went into that room hoping to find something embarrassing and came out scarred for life and feeling like dirt is ten times better than me, "I'm so sorry, Danny," I whisper,

**The End.**

**Sorry if I ruined your day (or night), but I had to write this. Now I'm really sad.**

**-HH**


End file.
